OUT 0? GREAT TRIBULATION            l6l

We had sung every song we knew : now we were
going to make a noise. Rather sheepishly the sentries
unloaded : they were beginning to learn the child-like
habits of the English.

The band began : it consisted of penny whistles, cast-
anets, banjos, bowls, knives, forks. The motif was our
release. Andante con coraggio we passed the weary months
ahead : the dawn of our liberation broke : we smashed
everything we possessed as the train to take us away
steamed into the station. Sh ! Shh ! Shhh ! Chk ! Chk I
Chk ! Bang ! Swish ! We took our seats amid pande-
monium ; the train whistled, louder and louder : we
moved off, faster and faster and faster in a grand finale
of freedom until no one could make any more noise. A
cloud of dust had risen like incense to the roof.

Strange doings in a church ? And silly ? I like to think
that if Christ had been present He would not have turned
away, and that when the demi-john was empty He would
have turned the water into wine.

Next day was Sunday and I attended Service in the
vestry.

Spring had come, I could smell it, in spite of other
smells ; and from the corner where I stood I could see a
pear-tree in blossom against a radiant sky. Here was joy
in the strong, sane, well-remembered words of our
Common Prayer. We sang " Fight the good fight" and
" Onward, Christian Soldiers." We were not of that white
company that died for England, but we knew the sorrow
of the women who mourned, and of the old who stood
outside the fray, as we did ourselves.
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